
Pi . The Tragedy (/Othello 

Fi'Jnd in the pocket of the flaine Rederigo; 

'ru j C anot * ler > onc of them imports 

The death of Cafuo, to be vndertooke by Rede we. 
Oth. O viliainc. 

Moft hcathenifli,an! moftgroffe. 

Led . Nowheres another difcontented paper. 
Found in his pocket too,and this it feemes, 

Roderigo meant to haue fent this damned villaine, 

~ ut that belike , Iago in the interim 
Came in,and fatisfied him. 

Oth, O the pernicious catiefte ; 

How came you Cafiio by a handkerchitfe 
{That was my wife* ? 

£*/. I found it in my chamber; 

And he himfelfe confeft it but euen now. 

That there he dropt it,for a fpeciall purpofc, ; 

Which wrought to his'defice, 

Oth. O foolc,foole,foolc. 

Caf. There is befides in Rederigees letter. 

How he obraidcs lago^hit he madehira - 
Braue me vpon the watch, whereon it came. 

That I was caft ; and euen but now he fpake. 

After long feeming dead, dago hurt him, 
/<w>fethimon. 

Lod. You muftforfake this roome,and goe With vs, 
Your power and your command is taken off, 

An dCafsie rules in Cyprm : For this (laue. 

If there be any cunning cruelty, 

That can torment him much, and hold him loitg. 

It (ball be his : You (ball clofc prifoner reft. 

Til! that the nature of your fault be knowpc 
To the Venetian State ; come, bring him away. 

Oth. Soft you, a word or two before you goe ; 

I haue done the Statcfome leruicc,and they know c i 
No more of that : I pray you inyour letters. 

When you (hall thcfe ynlucky deeds relate, 

Speafce of me as I am; nothing extenuate, 

^ot fft downs ought in malice .- then y ou muft fpeakc. 


the Moore of Venice 

Ofone that lou’d not wifely, but too well s 
Of one not cafily iealous^buc being wrought,, 
perplext in the extreame : of one whofe hand, 

Like the bafe threw a pearle away. 

Richer thenall his Tribe : of one whofe liibducd eyes,. 
Albeit vnufed to the melting fooode. 

Drop teares.as fall as the Arabian trees 
Their mtdicinall gum i Set you downe this ; 

And fay befides ,t hat in Aleppo once. 

Where a Malignant and aTurband Turke. 

Beate a Venetian, and traduc’d the State ; 

I tookc bi’th throate the circumcifed dog. 

And fmote him thus. _ He fiabs himfelfe. 

Led. O bloody period. 

Cra. All that’s fpoke is mard. 

Oth. I kift thee ere I kild thee, no way but this. 
Killing my felfc,to dy e vpon a kiffe. He dies'. 

Caf. This did I feare.buc thought he had no weapon^ 
For he was great of hearr. 

Led. O Spartane dog, . 

More tell then anguilh,hunger,or the Sea. 

Looke on the tragicke lodging of this bed. 

This is thy worke ; the obieS poifons fight. 

Let it be hid : (7r4«4»#,kccpc the houfe. 

And ceaze vpon the fortunes of the Moore, 

For they futceed to you t To you LordGouernottfJ 
Remaines the cenfare of this hellifh villaine. 

The time,the place,the torture ; O enforce it, ,, | 

My felfc will ftrait aboord,and oo the State, 

THisheauy a St withheauy heart relate. 

Exeunt tmtf* 
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